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I looked upward. The floor of the temple which formed the
roof of the Sacred Pit rose higher than five tall palm trees
placed tip to tip.

Suddenly, as if piercing a veil, a multitude of eyes
glared all about me. Were they the eyes of the sacred
monkeys leaping from the walls of the temple to torment me ?

I hid my face in my hands, and waited for a long time.
Gently I spread my fingers and watched as through the bars
of a cage.

Strange beings such as I had never encountered in the
jungle walked around me. Their backs were bent like
kangaroos, their faces had the greenness of frogs, the
scent of their bodies was that of plants growing in swamps.
They sniffed me, touched me with the tips of their fingers,
tickled me.

I did not budge, but the muscles of my arms stiffened.
Even if they were the emissaries of the Great Ape himself,
I was determined to defend myself. I was Kotikokura.
I would not die meekly 1

They looked at one another quizzically, amused Suddenly
they burst into a cackle more gloating, more dismal, more
mocking than the laughter of hyenas unearthing a prey.
Their mouths were wide open. To my horror I noticed that
they had no tongues.

They nudged one another, and, as if by a secret signal,
began to dance about me, on their toes, waving their thin,
emaciated arms like the bony wings of bats.

A shadow advanced slowly. I watched intently. As it
touched the foot of one of the dancers, he dropped upon
his face, uttering a queer sound like that of a flying fox.
The rest imitated him. I remained standing amidst this
circle of buttocks, like a yellow pistil rising out of a gigantic
black lily. My temptation to burst into laughter was
smothered by the appearance of the High Priest. He
walked slowly, noiselessly, his body erect. I dropped upon